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slain deer in Windsor Park without learn-
ing tp dodge the keepers, and, cordwu ' I
would sooner dodge ten lumbering Walloons
than one of the royal foresters On and on
I rode, patting my horse's neck, and laugh-
ing to myself as we drew away But
Vitelli seemed anxious to catch me Some
lighter men were mounted and on my
track, and they began to gain. The green
wall ahead came nearer and nearer, and I
peered forward with my hand shading
my eyes, looking for an opening* I did
not doubt the horse, but I feared for my
own slashed thigh It was not too easy to
keep the saddle

I found a green alley in the trees Down
it we dashed, turned sharp to the nght, and
crashed through the underwood And
then, oh thigh and all, I led them a dance,
those weighty Walloons ' For every yard
I went through underwood they went three,
and "my brave horse and I, we cantered
gaily oVer the turf, and heard them cursing
*m the thickets

At last we shook them ofif, and galloped
gaily down a narrow, winding green path